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embedded. Both our cars stuck in this sand within a mile
of Ras Zafarana, and nothing we could do prevented them
from sinking to the back axles. Even the dodge of putting
out stretches of canvas with struts of wood nailed along them
failed to give the tyres a grip, and we were forced to appeal
to that noble force, the Frontiers Department, which has a
small white police post at Ras Zafarana. This post, by
the way, gazes across the waters of the Gulf of Suez to Abu
Zcnima.

Six lusty privates in charge of a Sudanese sergeant arrived
quickly in a police car. These Sudanese non-commissioned
officei s do everything at the double. This sergeant lined up
his men, called them to attention, and came running over;
he saluted like a guardsman, and asked pci mission for the
troops to advance. In half an hour they had lifted the cars
out of the sand by sheer man power, and when, in the most
tactful way possible, I attempted to give the sergeant a slight
token of gratitude, he again came to attention and asked to be
excused as a servant of the Government who was merely
doing his duty. I well understand why men who have served
in Egypt and the Sudan admire and respect the Sudanese.
They seem to be natural born soldiers and are a tribute to the
men who trained them.

We struck inland behind Ras Zafarana, and after several
hours' hard going through rising desert, came within sight of
the bare range of mountains at whose foot the monastery is
situated. Inexpressibly wild and remote, this lonely place
lifts its fortified white wall amid miles of stony desert, and when
we drew nearer, I saw how precipitous are the mountains which
rise immediately behind it.

We drew up before a great white wall and pulled the bell
rope beside the gate.

The Coptic Patriarch in Cairo had been kind enough to
give me a letter of introduction to the hummus or abbot. The
monks opened the door and told us to drive the cars into the
enclosure. We entered a walled space that looked to me like
any Egyptian village, except that there were no women or
children. The ground fell away steeply to the left and was
full of bushes and palm trees. In front of us ran a regular
street of square mud houses, some of them six storeys high,